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Summary: Inspired by 'One More Time' by The Winsome Wasp. What 
happens after years of living the best life together, a car accident 
gives you a second chance at life. Now, they are back to the 
beginning, where Brian the asshole ad exec and Justin the blonde 
twink stalker have not met yet. What changes will these lovers make 
to their lives with their second chance? 


1. Prologue: Look into the Future 

Disclaimer: I do not own QAF, I am just borrowing the characters . No 
money is made out of this story. 

JUSTIN 

**It did not matter** how many years have passed, to him the best 
place in the world was in the arms of his God. His flawed but lovable 
personal god, Brian Kinney. As he laid in his arms after yet another 
round, naked and sated, his thoughts begins to go back to the 
question he was wondering since he saw that commercial about the new 
movie so he took a deep breath and take the plunge into a potential 
battlefield . 

"Brian, did you ever think about starting over?" 

"Starting over from what. Sunshine?" The typical low whisper of his 
lover reply to his quiet inquiry. 

"You know like time travel. Say we are back at a place in time you 
have not met me yet, would you walk towards me under that lamppost or 
would you avoid me?" 

"Oh, so now you wish you didn't meet me, is that right?" Fuck, not 
even two sentences in and already in a potential disaster zone. 

"No, I can't imagine not having you hear. I love you Brian from that 
very first night. It's just a thought you know one of those 



'what-ifs'. If I knew about that bastard, you bring there every 
night, or about Chicago... just those kinds of things that I wish I 
knew then so I can act differently." 

"Where did these thoughts even come from, Justin, " and that quiet 
whisper from Brian was the only indication of the hurt and confusion 
that his husband was feeling. Slowly lifting his head up from Brian's 
naked shoulder, he see Brian's face that was showing a mix expression 
of both 'lost-child' and 'self-blame'. Unwinding his arms from around 
Brian's waist, he place them on either side of Brian's face then move 
his head so their eyes connect, his blue to his green. 

"Brian, stop. Stop blaming yourself. What happened was not your 
fault. No matter what people told you then or what you told yourself. 
I am saying that it was not you. You were the one to save me, you 
being there saved me, you are my saviour not the reason for it. You 
told me that it was not my fault. If it wasn't my fault then neither 
it is yours. It's all Hobbs. All those homophobic asshole's. Him and 
all those at that closet homophobic institution and his parents. 

Those who bailed him out of his mistakes, who never taught him 
anything. It was Hunt and Dixon, that Judge Russo and Hobbs. Not you, 
never you . " 

"I got it Justin. I got it. No need to start your speeches. Now, what 
were you saying about this supposed start over?" was Brian's reply as 
he slowly put his arms around me, and turn on his side so we now 
touch chest to chest in the middle of our platform bed. 

"Just imagine we wake up one day in our younger bodies. We can redo 
our lives without mistakes. Avoid those wasted years in New York, 
make more money easier, maybe start Kinnetik early while preventing 
me from making the biggest mistake of my life with Ethan." 

"Ah, the fiddler. No arguments there Sunshine, how you could look at 
him and think sex has always been a mystery that I never want to 
solve. But speaking of potential do overs, what about staying away 
from blond jocks, valet parking the car, or get your education fund 
out of your father's hands. No matter how hot you looked, I never 
liked the way you danced in front of those fags during your brief 
period as a go-go boy. Flaunting that ass that should only belong to 
me. Not to mention finally getting a chance to punch Craig." 

"Why only things that happened with me? What about making sure that 
you have rights to Gus? Making sure that Mel and Lindsay never took 
him away from you without permission, that you have rights and can 
see him. What about you knowing to start cancer screening 
early? " 

"We both got a lots of what-ifs. Remember, Justin. "No excuses, no 
apologizes, no regrets.' No matter how much of a clusterfuck our life 
was we have the best. WE are the Kinneys of Pittsburgh who live the 
dream life of heteros and queers everywhere." 

"Life full of amazing sex, a large manor of my dreams, and the 
longest surviving relationship in the gang, not to mention our 
awesome kids." 

"See those things that we have are just something from a dream to all 
those queens, A-fags, and those tricks. Nothing anyone has can 
compare to what we have together. We are millionaires, have a dream 



house with kids that are both smart and beautiful. We are both young 
and beautiful. In the words of that annoying blond on TV, we got the 
best of both worlds. Amazing gay sex while living the heteronormat ive 
life. " 

"No arguments there. We do fucking have the best life. But still, 
what if we time travel? What do we do? Are we going to keep things 
the same, not telling each other that we remember till we are 
absolutely sure." 

"You are the planner in this family Sunshine. Don't you have any 
ideas ? " 

"Oh, hear that rubber ducky. Daddy said I am the planner. Who's the 
one that make sure to have a timetable ready every time the entire 
family goes out with reminders on his cell?" 

"So glad that scheduling our trips is a joke to you. So don't tell me 
the artist in the family doesn't have some creative solution for time 
travel cluster-fuck . " 

"Of course, I do . It is actually an a-mazing one." 

"Amazing? Really, let's hear it so I can tell judge for 
myself . " 

"When we wake up, once we figure out the date, the very first thing 
we have to do. I will track you down using my amazing stalker skills 
and call you at your work. I will leave a message asking for an 
appointment from Britin Manor. The manor is planning some anniversary 
party and needs your help. The year of the anniversary is how many 
years I remember since we met. See, the ultimate WASP, subtle but 
powerful plan." 

"So according to your a-mazing plan, if I find myself back in time, I 
have to wait for a call about a 25th anniversary then I will know 
that you are also back in time, otherwise just go on living my fucked 
up life? So how am I suppose to know which number to call back. 
Sunshine? " 

"Simple, old Saint cell means my high school's number. Liberty means 
the phone you first got me. New York is obvious and West Virginia 
means our home." 

"Good job on that plan. Quick and get the job done. Now are you going 
to want a reward for your idea or a punishment for wasting time in 
talking," with that Brian; s lips was on me, licking that spot on my 
neck that makes me hard instantly while his hands grope my ass, his 
finger lightly brushing against my hole, slowly making me loose my 
mind. "Reward or punishment, little boy? Last chance to choose, " 
Brian's deep voice asks me again. Gaining control of my body for a 
moment against the heat, I look into his eyes once again and simple 
tell him that I want a reward. 

"A reward, little boy for your pretty brain. How about I let you suck 
my big, hard cock for as long as you want. Then when we both are 
satisfied, I will give you the best rimming of your life and if you 
are still good, I will fuck you. That what you want. Sonny Boy?" All 
I could do was nod my head and slide down my gorgeous husband's body 
to suck his beautiful cock so he will rim my ass with his talented 



tongue. Maybe, I can get another round of shower sex 
afterwards . 

**Both of them would never know how this * *conversat ion will play a 
significant part in the future. Fifteen years later as both of them 
were driving down-town to attend their 30th wedding anniversary 
party, 40 years after they met, they will be in an accident . The 
Corvette will be struck on both sides due to a van and a truck 
crashing into each other right in front of them and smash the windows 
and the bonnet of the Corvette. Brian and Justin bleeding and stuck 
and slowly loosing their lives because of blood loss turn to face 
each other into each other's eyes wanting to see that their lover 
will be the last thing that they see, thinking their apologizes to 
their children for causing them pain due to their absence as they 
slip into unconsciousness . 


2 . Waking Up from a Dream 

"**Ahh..", **Justin Taylor shoot up from his bed, screaming his lungs 
out, and with a wild look in his eyes looked over his surroundings. 
'Where was this, this is not our home, I don't remember going to a 
hotelaC 1 . Brian !... where is he? .. BrianaC 1 Brian ' 

Taking in a few long breaths that he learnt to get his panic attacks 
in control, he finally got his heart to calm down and started to look 
around his surroundings. The last thing he remembered was the feeling 
of being engulfed into darkness and his vision slowly going away. The 
face of his lover of 40 years slowly blurring away. 

Now, however he was in a bed. A small single bed, but not at the 
hospital because there were no white around him. Instead this room 
looked just like the room he had before he met Brian. Age appropriate 
drawings on his blue walls and the desk in the room had his messenger 
bag on it. His uniform was on the hanger close to the humper. This 
was his room before he was out of the closet, before he was out of 
the closet, when he hid his true self. If he remembered right, he 
used to keep a small desk calendar besides his bed. Slowly turning 
his head, he now had a killer headache, something he did not get 
often, and reached for the calendar. He was trying to make sure to 
not look anything but ahead because he knew the moment he saw his 
body, he would panic, the feelings of anxiety have not gone away yet. 
The small generic calendar from his parent's country club showed that 
it was the month of June in 1999. 

Fucking hell, it was more than a year before he met Brian in November 
of 2000. Fuck, he was 16, a teenager, at a legal age of consent 
thankfully, but he knew that he looked like a kid. Was a kid in the 
eyes of others. Thanks to the wonders of genes, he was always a 
baby-face that even when he was 30, he still looked like 20 and was 
mistaken often to be younger by future. Oh god, he was back in time. 
He was 16, in the closet, living in the house of his homophobic 
father, went to a private school that had closet homophobia, and most 
importantly Brian was not here. Brian did not even know that he exist 
back in this time. The realization was too much that he acted out on 
his desire and just laid down on his bed and pulled the covers over 
his eyes and wished that it was just a hallucination. 


He was pulled from his peace, when an alarm started to go off in his 
room. The constant pip-pip ringing at this awfully early hours in the 



morning. Reaching out with his hands towards the alarm clock, he 
pushed the button at the top and stumbled out of the bed, going on 
autopilot to the washroom. As he splash his face with cold water, he 
looked back into the mirror and just stood still. His reflection was 
the proof that he did not dream up that early wake-up, he was 16. His 
face was once again young. No sign of faint laughing lines on his 
face, his cheeks still displaying some baby fat and no need for 
reading glasses, his vision was once again perfect. 

He would need to work on his appearance in order to not be mistaken 
as an underage kid. First, he would grow his hair out, Brian loved 
his long hair, loved to tug on it when he went down on him and run 
his hands through his blonde hair. The long hair will once make him 
look grown and this time, he would not just let it just grow but 
style his hair so that it would be in the hairstyle that both Brian 
and him agreed was the best (His hair during their non-wedding) . 
Second was working out. He could not gain gym membership without his 
parent's notice but he could work out at home with yoga and 
calisthenics to work on his core and to also enhance his muscles. 
Maybe go on a run around the park, or the neighbourhood. If anyone 
asked, he would just say that it was to stay fit, bet his father 
would love any sign of him adding a juck's habit to his routine. 

Third was his wardrobe. Leaving his uniform, he planned on separating 
his clothes to club, painting, home, and professional. He clearly 
remembered that his last growth spurt has already occurred and his 
sizes were the same as his adult sizes were... no will be in the 
future. But the most important thing was to go about his life without 
anyone finding out that inside this 16 year old body was the soul and 
mind of a 57 year old who lived through all the challenges of life, 
managed to make a long-distance relationship work, and had a 40 years 
of long-term relationship without ever officially breaking up with 
his partner, and was raising six children of various age, race and 
sexuality without resulting any damaged children. God, he missed his 
family but he had to man up, or as Brian said... will say 'have some 
balls', and stand up and walk forward in order to once again live his 
life with his wonderful partner. 

The sounds of people walking up and down the stairs let him know that 
he had to get ready for his day. Exiting the bathroom, he saw Molly, 
his younger sister by 10 years, in her 7 year-old-self, walking 
towards him. Quickly clearly his throat, he called out his daily 
greetings of "Morning, Stain" . 

"Morning, Juster. You look ugly." 

"Well, thank you so much. Know what day of the week it is?" 

"You are such a dork, Juster. It's Friday and you were going to spend 
this weekend with Daphne at her house. You forgot that, you are so 
lame . " 

After years of dealing with females, especially his sister, he did 
not rise to that challenge and simply walked back to his room. 

It was a Friday, and in his sophomore year that was when he had study 
hall in the afternoon right before art, the same thing as his junior 
and senior year schedule. June meant that it was close to summer so 
school will be out soon. And the weekend with Daphne was a bonus, he 
could have this weekend to organize his thoughts away from this 
unfamiliar home and plan for his future. 



As he got dressed in the uniform with the ugly tie, he saw that he 
had a cellphone, a Nokia, wasn't that a old brand after smartphones 
became the trend, but nonetheless he reached for it that he 
remembered a conversation with Brian about time-travel. A 
conversation so long ago but he clearly remembers the plan that he 
proposed. If they ever went back in time, it was Justin who had to 
call Brian's workplace and leave a message from Britin Manor. Maybe 
Brian was also sent back, maybe he was also here and he will not have 
to go through this alone. It was a fool's hope, but he will hold onto 
it, because the thought of not seeing him for more than a year was 
too dreadful when he was used to being with him everyday. 

Making sure that he looked like 16 and a mental reminder to act his 
age and tone down his language to child form, he went downstairs to 
face his parents. The father who disowned him, and the mother who 
supported him and had grown to love her son-in-law. 

**Opening** his eyes and looking through the haze, Brian Kinney 
turned his head towards his window where the bright morning sunshine 
was coming into his loft. Loft ... Sunshine, those words woke him up 
and he looked around. This was his loft, the ultimate fag pad with 

the platform bed and expensive furniture and there was no sight of 

his Sunshine in sight. "Justin, where the fuck are you? Shit, this 
bitch of a headache. When did we get home to the loft last night? Oh 
Sunshine, where are you?" Continuing to walk through out of the 
bedroom, he looked around the loft, but when his vision cleared, he 
stopped and just started at his loft. This was not his home with his 
husband. This was the bachelor pad of his youth before he met his 

blonde. There were no sight of the deluxe coffee maker in his 

kitchen, there was only one desk and there were no sight of any on 
Justin's art supplies. Shit, he was back in time, but he was not 
believing it till he got proof, this could be just a hallucination. 
Taking a deep breath, he went into the bathroom, to see what he 
looked like, because if this was real, his body will be his young 
ones and he will have both of his balls, but first his face. He 
drowned out the voice in his head that said how strange it was that 
he did not feel any sign of laugh lines nor the fact that his lung 
was so clear, this was just a dream till he got proof. 

As he sees his face in the mirror, he knew that this was real. That 
was his face in the twenties and he did not have cancer because he 
could see any scar or feel any of that slight imbalance that was 
sometimes present in his balls. Fuck, this was a joke. Why was he 
back to this time in his life where he was the Stud of Liberty Avenue 
but where he was not happy. But he was Brian Fucking Kinney, he will 
prowl through this and get his Sunshine back. But first was taking a 
shower then gathering information. 

As he came out of the bathroom, a towel around his waist and drying 
his hair with the other towel, he felt the warm sun of his skin, and 
that was the moment that the haze in his head completely clear away. 
They were in an accident, he was watching his husband slowly closing 
his eyes, calling out to him to wake up and trying to fight against 
the darkness that was trying to consuming him. Shit, the memory 
overload was enough for him to have to lean against the wall. It did 
not matter what was the reason for this time travel, as long as his 
husband was safe and alive. And his kids, the children who he never 
was supposed to love but who he loved with all his heart, at least 
they were spared this agony of their parent's death. He did not 



really believe in God, but he was thankful for whatever high-power 
that saved his family from pain and he will make sure to protect them 
all, no one was going to hurt his family again and he would make sure 
that they will be safe. But first, he need to stand up and go about 
finding which time he landed and find out about Justin and where he 
was. Mind made up, he walk to his closet and start to get ready, 
because no matter what day, month, or year it was. If he want to get 
information, he has to dress in his designer suit and hit the diner 
for breakfast. He will gain all that he need to know there. 

**The breakfast **was like being in a Twilight zone instead of being 
with his family. There was no smell of expensive coffee in the room, 
no sight of two pitchers of milk, one whole and the other soy, and 
there was no circular table with eight chairs with various coloured 
cushions, that was the kitchen of his future, not his parent's home 
with a proper dining table and everything was neat and spoke of 
subtle wealth and there was no leather furniture in sight. 

Making sure to put on his WASP mask he used to wear around his family 
to not let them know his thoughts, he entered the kitchen and lightly 
kiss his mother good morning while also saying his greetings to his 
father, and then quickly grab a bowl to have his cereal. He quietly 
observe his family, making sure to look busy like he is eating 
because he could not trust his voice till the sight of his loving but 
tough father of his childhood did not cause him a heartache. Looking 
at the clock, and seeing that it was close to 8, he quickly finished 
his breakfast, reminding his parents of his plans with Daphne this 
weekend, he went out the door with his messenger bag, walking towards 
Daphne's house as he remember getting a ride to school with her since 
he started high school. As he walk towards his best friend, that was 
not a doctor but still that girl with innocence and a bright smile 
that was not affected by any of life's challenges, he promise himself 
to look up the number for Ryder Advertising during the lunch break 
and call, because he could not squish the hope that Brian was also 
here and that he will be able to see him soon rather than in a year's 
time, even if it was a fool's hope. 

**Liberty Avenue** did not change. It was still colourful, filled 
with fags, dykes, drag queens and lots of rainbow in site. The tons 
of rainbow flags but sign of no signs of booth meant that Pride had 
already passed, so it was early June. His vehicle was a Jeep, so he 
was still in Ryder, a fact that he could have concluded before since 
there was no sign of Justin in his life. Parking his Jeep on the 
street, he walk towards the diner, pulling on his Kinney 'no-emotion' 
face on and open the diner. He immediately see Michael in his Big Q 
uniform, and besides him was Emmett with his colourful ensemble, and 
there was Theodore in the clothing of his accountant days, making his 
way towards the booth, he mentally made a list of information that he 
need to obtain, but most importantly it was the date and how many 
months were there before November, 2000 when Gus was... no will be 
born and Justin will be under that lamp waiting for him. 

"Good Morning Mikey, Honeycutt, Theodore. What is happening in your 
little corner of the Pitts?" 

"Brian, " there was whiny Michael, who never grew out of that habit 
even in the future, "where were you last night, you didn't come to 
Woody's or Babylon, and why did you not pick up your phone this 
morning asshole, I worried about you." 



"No need for that Mikey, something came up last night and I was 
taking care of it." 

"Yeah, his dick. I bet you found a hot trick to take care of 
it" 

"Why Theodore, are you feeling the need? Why don't you hit the Baths 
or maybe the backroom tonight. So does any of you queens know when 
does Pride posters will be taken down, I want to forget about that 
disaster of showcase." 

"How could you say that about the Pride, Govida was absolutely 
fabulous and I quite enjoy the march with my fellow queens. It wasn't 
been even an entire week since then and you are already complaining? 
Let me tell you will always remember the last Pride of this century, 
after all, he will be entering a new century soon. Also don't call me 
Honeycutt." Good old Emmett, his little speech gave Brian all the 
information he need. Govida died in 2001 so it was before that, but 
since it was the last parade of the century, it meant he was in 1999 
and it was after June 12 and near the end of the week, but the fact 
that Mikey was here in the morning meant that it was not a weekend so 
it was either Wednesday, Thursday or Friday. Now all he need was the 
exact day of the week, which was what the menu of the diner was for. 
Years of coming to the diner as well as insight from Justin's working 
experience let him know that the cook had a pattern of rotating the 
pink plate special. If it was something with bacon, it was Wednesday, 
if it was a burger it was Thursday and if it was something with eggs 
then it was Friday. A flash of red let him know that Debbie has start 
her walk towards them and just the sight of her made him relax. She 
would always be a hot head with a fiery temper that was the Mother of 
Liberty Avenue and it was a tragedy when she finally retired from the 
diner, heart problems and arthritis was the cause. 

"Well good morning, what will it be this morning. The pink plate 
special is the egg omelette with tomatoes and mushrooms, so what will 
it be honey?" 

"Just a BLT sandwich, Ma . I have to hurry to my shift afterwards but 
I will finish early today. Brian, want to go out together after work? 
What about you guys?" 

"Oh Honey, sorry but I got a nail appointment but I may see you at 
Babylon. May I have pancakes with blueberries, Debbie?" 

"Of course Honey. What about you Ted?" 

"The pink plate special, please Deb" 

"Alright, and for you , your usual turkey?" 

"Oh, Maw what a compliment. Get my usual to go, I have a meeting to 
get to. Mikey, I am sorry but I am going away this weekend on a 
business trip don't expect me back till Monday. I will also not be 
taking any calls since I have to be focused on the pitch, it is an 
account that could be worth billions. So you boys have fun at 
Babylon, get fucked so your life may be worth it. Bye Boys. Have a 
good day. Deb" 


That was all he could say, before he stand to go to the counter to 
wait for my order, the despair of having to wait more than a year for 



his husband and to Justin, he will be one good fuck was starting to 
depress him. Justin's love was a gift that he did not think that he 
deserve at all, so if he want his family back, he will have to give 
the greatest pitch of his life to him and also make plans to be 
capable to provide him with anything that Justin will desire. He will 
ask Cynthia to start looking into trends in the art world, the names 
of best agents, looking for a studio location that will appeal to 
Justin. No way was he losing him to New York, this time, it will be 
New York who has to walk to get to Justin and no agent or curator 
will go against his wish or push his blonde too far. After the scare 
of Justin's collapse due to malnutrition due to the constant urging 
by his agent to produce that also put more strain on his hand, he had 
made sure to monitor Justin himself and also was the one to fire that 
dyke agent and ruin her name in the art world. Anyone that hurt his 
family was going to face hell if he had anything to say, and that was 
the promise he kept in the future and will keep in the future. Taking 
his take-out, he made his way out of the diner. He will go to work, 
handle the mess made by the art department and make plans in between 
on how to make more money, look into housing, and look more into 
parental right laws, because it was from the beginning of 1999 that 
Lindsay had start her campaign of making him the baby daddy of her 
child. He will not lose his right to make decisions for Gus, sure he 
want him to have his two moms, but there has to be a way for him to 
have a dad legally as well. 

"**Good Morning,** this is Ryder Advertising. How am I help you this 
morning? " 

"Hello, is Mr. Kinney available at the moment?" 

"He is in the office but he is currently in a meeting. Who should I 
say called and leave a message so I can tell him to call you 
back? " 

"Yes, if you could just tell him that Justin Taylor from the Britin 
Manor called . " 

"Mr. Taylor, are you calling because you are interested in our firm's 
services, if so I will be happy to transfer your call to another ad 
executive . " 

"No, that is not necessary. Just please inform Mr. Kinney that a 
person from Britin, that is B-R-I-T-I-N called about their 40th 
anniversary. That would be appreciated. If he asks about which number 
to call back, tell him it is the old Saint cellphone number." 

"Ok, then. I have written the following down: Mr. Taylor from Britin, 
with an I, 40th anniversary, and Saint number to Brian Kinney. Is 
that all, Mr. Taylor?" 

"Yes, thank you and have a good day Ms..." 

"It's Harring, sir" 

"Then, have a good day . " 

Caroline Harring have worked as a receptionist at Ryder for just 
under six months, but she knew that Brian Kinney was the main man in 
the firm behind Ryder, but that phone call was not the usual kind of 
call that she received. The caller also sounded very young, like a 



school age boy. Maybe that caller was really another young 
receptionist that was working while in college that was employed by 
someone to schedule their 40th anniversary party. Most likely a 
friend of the family's, the caller was not even close to 40 more 
likely in his early 20s. No matter, she will perform her job by 
gathering up all the messages and passing them to all the other 
secretaries . 

**Fuck that was a hard phone call.** But that confirmed the fact that 
Brian Kinney exist in this world, and if it was his husband, he will 
call, as he never broke a promise. He could feel the stare of Daphne 
on his face from across the room. They were in their break before 
Calculus class and Daphne could tell that he was nervous. It seemed 
like her patience has worn out, because she was making her way 
towards him with determined stride. 

"Ok, Justin. I have known you since you were four, I can tell when 
you are being secretive, spill before I bring your mom into this, " 
his best friend Daphne Chanders spoke as she look straight into his 
eyes. Pulling himself together, he smile in the sincerest way 
possible, and start to talk to her. You cannot speak about the time 
travel, something he learnt through the various movies he viewed on 
this subject but he could come out of the closet to her himself 
rather than letting her assume, he want to avoid the drama from her 
first time if he could, and if she knew that he was gay from the 
beginning, no way would she ask him. Daphne was also one of his 
biggest supporter and he would need someone that he could be free 
with the important part of himself that was not reserve for 
Brian 

**Just two hours** into his day in the office and Brian Kinney had 
reached a conclusion. No matter what time it was he worked with 
idiots except for a few who did not seem to get the most simplest 
instructions. What part of changing the background to another colour 
or making sure to not mention the poor state of the client's business 
because of poor management during the pitch was hard to understand. 
Got he missed his Kinnetik empire and their carefully chosen 
employees that had brains, just looking at what he work with made him 
want to smoke. However he decided to quit smoking this morning, and 
also cut back on his drugs and drinking, he did not health issues to 
occur like the shortness of breath he developed as he grew older due 
to his lifestyle. He also had to start cancer screenings soon, and 
get tested because he wanted to keep both his balls this time if he 
could and want to fuck Justin raw soon. After their marriage after a 
year of monogamy when they finally took off the condoms, the sex was 
truly wonderful beyond his imagination and this time, he want to 
experience that from the beginning and this time, no one will know 
the sounds of Justin in his passion. But first, he will have to 
appeal to Justin in a way to make him be with him forever, he did not 
believe that he could be as lucky to earn Justin's love a second time 
without any effort, no this time he will have to work for it but it 
will be worth it when he will have that bright smile aim towards him 
and have his children around him again. 

At the knock on the door, he turn his chair to face the door then 
gave them permission to enter and Cynthia enter the room. 

"Brian here are the nicotine gum you ordered, along with the listings 
of properties around Pittsburgh that had a quiet neighbourhood, low 
crime rate, with lots of natural light or good lighting system with 



minimum furniture. Are you trying to quit smoking, boss or find a 
place for a good party?" 

"Well thank you Cynthia. Keep the gum on stock from now on and keep 
that listing coming and place it in that bin, keep that list updated, 
price is no issue. So any updates, have the idiots in this building 
did want I ask them to or do I need to supervise every step." 

"Gum and update on listing noted. The art department are still 
working on the changes to the board and the sales staff are revising 
their pitch to make sure they do not have any insult towards the 
client included." 

"Well keep me updated on that, any more today, except that meeting 
with the jeweller in the afternoon to review the results of last 
quarter's advertisement." 

"That is it for today along with the review for the boards for next 
week's pitch. Also the pitch for that Tires account is confirmed for 
next Wednesday. The new electronics store in the Bloomfield that we 
signed last week called about when they can view the boards." 

"Tires for next Wednesday, tell the art guy assigned to auto-mobiles 
account to see me after the department review to get a rough board 
ready and call back that electronics store and tell them that the 
boards will be ready sometime next week. Anything else?" 

"Well there was a strange call for you, at least it was weird 
according to Caroline, the receptionist. Apparently, a young caller 
from a manor called about their 40th anniversary party." 

The word '40th anniversary' was a signal to his brain and he remember 
something of a promise to call during one of his talks with Justin. 
Trying to make sure to not appear eager, he turn his attention 
towards Cynthia who wore a confused expression on her face, it was 
not everyday that he actually look at her when she was delivering 
messages. Looking at her with his sharpest stare, he ask "Which manor 
was that call from?" 

"Ah, yes, " as Cynthia snap out of her confusion and turning her 
attention to the note on her board, he made sure not to look away, if 
that call was from Britin, he would make sure that his mother sent 
his thanks to God tonight, because if his Justin was here, that was a 
blessing from the universe no matter how much he did not want to 
believe in God. Finally Cynthia look up and spoke, "the call was from 
Britin Manor, I never heard of it but apparently the caller was very 
picky about the spelling. That it was B-R-I-T-I-N. Do you know them, 
would you like me to call him back for you?" 

"No need for that Cynthia. I will do that myself," and there was that 
look of confusion and shock, well he did just offer to call a client 
himself that was unknown, "did they mention which number to call 
back? " 

"Yes, the Saint number," was Cynthia's response after she quickly 
recovered from her shock. That was the reason he like her, her 
ability to handle surprises with a calm head. "Also could you book a 
suite at Spring Hills starting tonight at 8 to Monday morning and 
pass along the message that I will be away this weekend on a personal 
business and will not be accepting any calls nor replying to emails. 



Also make sure that suite has a King sized bed, ready for room 
service at all hours and with only discrete staff attending to it. 
Cost is no problem and just charge it my account . Also, keep on 
updating me on what the art department is doing." 

After once again, sending me a confused look that was now mix with a 
hint of worry, Cynthia walk back to her desk. Once she was out, I 
close my door and the blinds before I let the smile break out across 
my face. My Sunshine was here, he was here back in this time, and 
actually want to go through all the life's shit together with me when 
he could have chosen a new beau with this new life. But, I got my 
Sunshine back and they will be hell to pay for anyone trying to break 
me away from him and I will make sure that he will never have a 
reason to leave me with fiddler again, this time I will give him the 
picnics, the gateways and occasional discussion about feelings 
because I will do that for him. For my gorgeous and loving husband, 
Justin Taylor Kinney. 

**When his cellphone** rang during his study hall, he would have 
ignore it but the unknown caller ID, made him think about the 
possible call from Brian so he pick it up. 

"Taylor" 

"Kinney" God, that was the voice of Brian Kinney when he was at his 
most sexiest, all deep voices with slower delivery, the way that 
their phone calls always start. But it was too much to hope, so he 
had to make sure. 

"Brian, Brian is that you?" He spoke trying not to let the hope enter 
into his voice too much. 

"It's me Sunshine, stop being a sentimental twat . " 

"Shut up, I am allowed to a little twat at a time like this" 

"Yes, we all have to make sure that Sunshine is allowed to display 
his lesbian side. So you have also land into this clusterfuck, have 
anything planned for your day?" 

"You asshole, it's just like you to do this. How are you not freaking 
out?" 


"Well Sunshine, why the queen-out when you got your wish? No need to 
worry, he will have our family with our children again, so let us 
enjoy our youth once again." That was his husband trying to look 
insensitive but showing his love. This was Brian, the Brian who 
solved other's problems but hardly got appreciation back who had so 
much love to give to him and their children who laughed and played on 
the floor with their kids while complaining about his designer pants 
when he did not care about them at all. 

"God, I miss you so much, you have no idea what I am going through 
right now. Do you know I am sixteen, fucking sixteen. I have to wait 
for more than a year to go down Liberty, do you know that? Fuck, I 
need to see you. I just saw you die, you asshole. I need to know that 
I am not dreaming." 


"I miss you too, Justin. No need to worry, I will make sure that you 
will see me soon, I guarantee it. Now take deep breathes, and let me 



tell you want I have planned for you and how you will spend this 
evening at my side where you belong." 

"And how are you going to get me to you Mr. Kinney. I will not go 
without incentives." 

"You have demand, huh. Mr. Justin Taylor Kinney. Well how about this, 
tonight once you escape from hetero WASPs, you come to Spring Hills 
Suites, where there is a suite waiting for you under our name at 
eight booked for the entire weekend." 

"A private getaway from breeder paradise, what else ?" 

"There is unlimited room services with excellent service staff. A ban 
on all communicat ions from outside except the number of your parents, 
no calls from the Liberty gang nor any work." 

"You sold me at no outside interruptions with food. But where are you 
in this arrangement, Mr. Kinney?" 

"Oh I will be in you for sure. Every second of the time, I will be 
there, reminding you of who you truly are and also planning our 
future plans so we can enjoy this time to the fullest with the 
minimum of bullshit possible." 

"Well, I would love to have unrestricted access to Brian Kinney so I 
will make arrangements to meet you at Spring Hills for this weekend. 
Promise me that I will have you in me all night, are you sure you can 
keep up?" 

"It seems like a little bottom boy is waiting to be taught a lesson. 
No worried on my account, just get your blonde bubble butt ready for 


"Well I can't wait, follow through on all your plans and you will 
have a satisfied client" 

"Don't let me keep you from your preparations. I will see you 
tonight." Justin knew that he had to rush to his art class but he 
cannot wish a call to his husband without their customary exchange at 
end of their calls. This exchange will prove that this was his Brian 
to both his mind, heart and soul. 

"I love you Brian" 

"I love you too Sunshine" 

"Later, stud" 

"Later, princess." 

**For the rest of the day,** both time travellers went through their 
day, just wishing for time to hurry till they could once again see 
their lover again. 

Justin went to Daphne's from school, gain a promise from her to help 
him go away to a support group weekend for closeted gay teens, not 
wanting to tell her that he will be meeting his lover that was 28. He 
made sure that such a support group actually exist and was having a 
meeting this weekend. After gaining her promise, he went to his 



house, packing up a carry-on bag with his art supplies, two sexy 
outfits, his school uniform and took that with his school bag and 
cellphone and called a cab from at least two blocks from his house to 
take him to Spring Hills. 

Brian on the other hand, went back to his work. Going through the 
meetings with the art department, going over future pitches with 
those assigned to various accounts. He made a call to his mother, who 
was skeptical as to why he called but when he told her to offer a 
thank you for your blessing prayer to God on his behalf, he could 
feel her satisfaction of making him pay attention to God, sadly this 
will most likely be the last time. He also answered several calls 
from Michael who was whining about his last minute trip that he did 
not tell his 'best' friend before or how rude it was to walk away in 
middle of a conversation at the diner this morning. He bore the 
complaints but made sure to repeat that he will not take any calls 
during the weekend and he could contact him at Justin's Saint number 
in absolute emergencies, that was emergency where someone is in a 
hospital, dead, or are in a great danger. He did not know how much 
that repetition will help but hope that Michael will not call to 
interrupt his weekend with Justin. At the meeting with the jeweller 
who was so grateful to him, that he offer to make a personalized 
jewellery for him for half-price, he took him up on that offer to 
make a pendant for Justin and him with the same charm but with 
different chain. He will gift this to Justin as a sign of their 
commitment to each other that will not be too obvious to others. 

After finishing all his tasks, he made sure that Cynthia knew about 
his weekend away and to call him at the Saint number only in absolute 

catastrophe, he went to the loft to prepare for his weekend and get 

the stuff he needed for Monday ready. Making sure to put on the alarm 

and leave no clue about his destination in the loft, he went to his 

Jeep to drive towards Spring Hills to his weekend with his blonde 
lover . 


3. Kinneys, the Sleeping Dragons 

When he arrives at the hotel, Justin took out a cap and put it on to 
hide his boyish haircut, sunglasses to hide his face, before paying 
the cab fare with a generous tip after getting a promise from the 
driver to never mention seeing him enter this hotel again. He knew 
that the cab companies in the city was usually the first to get hold 
of gossip in the country club set and he did not want anything in the 
rumour-mill from the cabbies to reach their rich customer about a 
young boy being dropped off at a high end hotel. Entering the lobby, 
with the marble flooring and expensive artworks and furnitures, he 
went straight to the reception desk to check in. Sure he was a bit 
early, it will not be 8 for another half an hour, he want to just get 
into the room. 

The young receptionist at the desk was a breeder for sure, but she 
also gave a bit of snobbish feel. He can just imagine the way Brian 
will knock her off her high horse by insulting her while making it 
seem like he was flirting if this girl was a snob or give hints of 
one. Hitting on snobbish breeder females was a past-time Brian 
started back in the future, and most likely will continue in this 
time, after an unpleasant experience with a young straight girl who 
was snobbish. 


**The encounter** 


with the snobbish breeder girl was at a hotel they 



were staying at in Chicago and this started Brian's dislike for young 
females with any hint of her putting on air or looking down on others 
and his behaviour could go anything from distant politeness to 
outright queen-out, all depending on Brian's view on the girl's 
behaviour. Suppose he shouldn't be surprised when that hotel girl, a 
young receptionist in her 20s caused distress to Brian's precious 
daughters . 

When at this Chicago hotel, where they were staying over for a 
weekend to check out their services to decide on their advertisement 
campaign on the upcoming summer season, their daughter Rose who was 6 
at the time, had went down to the front desk where the Bridget girl 
was working to request a special breakfast tray for her Daddy's 
Birthday to be delivered to their suite. Bridget treated their little 
girl like a baby and actually said "little girls shouldn't make 
excuses to get special treatment by using her parents, that is what a 
spoiled little brat will do." That was a quote by quote of Bridget's 
answer given to Rose. 

To the bad luck of Bridget the snob receptionist. Rose was found by 
her older sister. Dove who had come looking for her. Dove was a 
victim of physical and sexual abuse by her biological parents whom 
Brian and I were fostering and hopefully adopting her. Dove who had 
such a low self-esteem due to her experience and was very fearful of 
confrontation had stood up to the 20 year old Bridget when Dove 
herself was only 13. Dove had told her off for making her little 
sister cry when she found out that Rose had tears in her eyes but was 
trying to be a big girl and not start crying and clearly said that 
Bridget was the one who was a brat . Bridget further dug her grave 
when she saw that Dove, who had darker skin tone and long dark brown 
hair due to her Spanish background compared to Rose's pale skin and 
blonde hair said that they were no way that the girls were sisters. 
Also because Dove had already started to develop womanly curves and 
therefore looked older than 13, Bridget called her a "hooker that 
should be the girl on call for the local Spanish gang." 

When Brian and Justin found out about this incident at lunch that day 
after questioning why both girls were so quiet and seem depressed to 
say they were furious was a bit of an underestimation. 

Not to mention Gus who was also presented for his Dad's birthday 
lunch, showed his Kinney side by going into Kinney angry mood ready 
to level the entire hotel administration to the ground for the 
behaviour against his baby sisters. Gus who became an investigative 
reporter who had his own TV show was ready for a public take down 
that very evening had to be soothed back from his anger by his Papa 
but it was nothing appeared to the furious mood of Brian Fucking 
Kinney . 

Brian went into fully charged Rage mood ready to leave destruction in 
his path. He had stride to the front desk, asking for both the 
hotel's manager and to call the owner of the hotel chain to meet his 
family all the hotel staff in the main dining area that night. As the 
owner of the Kinnetik empire, who was supposed to start the 
advertisement for that hotel chain soon and was staying to review 
their performance, Brian could not have been denied. He was sure that 
the hotel owner and manager entered that meeting prepared to be given 
a glowing review by the owner of Kinnetik did not even dream of what 
actually happened but having known his husband for close to 25 years 
he knew that the meeting was going to be the stage of Bridget the 



snob's public humiliation. 


The meeting had started with compliments to the staff that attended 
to them of all departments except for the reception and management. 
Then Brian had called Bridget up and asked her what happened that 
morning with the blonde girl who came to request a breakfast tray. 
Brian had the girls stay at the side of the room behind a screen so 
Bridget will not see Rose or Dove. The explanation was so different 
from the true encounter that it made Rose into into an annoying brat. 
Dove an obnoxious caller-girl and Bridget a saint. 

Then Brian had called Dove and Rose in and had them their side of the 
story. Then it was Justin himself who asked the rest of the staff if 
they know which story was the truth. Fortunately for the rest of the 
hotel employee, expect the manager, owner and of course Bridget, the 
rest of the employees spoke up about the various incidents over the 
years that resulted in upset customers because of the three 
individuals . 

When Brian and I have both thanked them for speaking up and had all 
of them sit down back in their seat, the setting of the Protective 
Father Kinney to set loose was set and to say the public smack-down 
was spectacular was another underestimation. 

But when Bridget tried to blame the girls again, that is when Brian 
went from Protective Father to Battle-Charged Father Rage and his 
attack grew vicious even more. He could still remember Brian saying 
this, "those girls, you in your pathetic little mind had labelled as 
spoiled brats are my daughters, my princesses and that man over there 
is my son and that is my husband, and these are the people I love and 
will protect till the day I die and in case you bring your need for 
little categories, learn that family is made from love not blood." He 
had just wanted to jump his husband right then and there and would 
not have cared but only the presence of his children had stopped 
him. 

Then when the hotel owner finally spoke up it was in defence of 
Bridget, his beloved niece and to defend the management of the 
manager who was his son. The moment that fact was revealed, Brian had 
dropped that hotel chain account in that room and walked out of the 
room, but not before telling the rest of the staff who stood up for 
his daughters that to give him a call if they ever needed help in the 
future. On the positive side after the disastrous meeting, an angry 
Brian was a horny, dominant Brian that Justin took full advantage of 
and finally accepted that the Kinneys were there for her in a 
permanent and will never hurt her. 

But he knew it was not over yet for that hotel chain. Kinneys will 
always be a sleeping dragon that was waken when their family was 
threatened, a proven theory incorporated in Taylor's Guide to Living 
with Kinneys (by blood or adoption) . 

Bridget and her uncle and son were the cause for Brian's Rose, the 
split-image of Justin, to cry and to call their daughter Dove, even 
if she had not been adopted into the family yet, a prostitute, in 
addition to the nightmares of her abuse by her biological parents 
that had started again, well that person and those who defended them 
was guaranteed to be ruined. 

Brian had taken care of their business reputation and finances by 



spreading the reason he dropped a large account . Meanwhile Gus also 
in mild version Protective Kinney mood had went on live National TV 
and delivered the entire story with quotations of other incidents 
that occurred at that hotel from the other employees. With their 
reputation in ruin in both business world and social world as well as 
various civil lawsuits from past customers, that entire million 
dollar hotel chain went down after only two 
years . 

* *Unf ortunately* * , another hotel business in Florida will bear the 
force of the Kinneys a couple of years after the Bridget incident, 
not that the parental unit knew what had caused the Kinney Rage Mode. 
This time it was started by the manager who was standing close by 
trash-talking behind hotel customers when this manager did this 
within visual and hearing distance of the Kinney family while also 
looking directly at them with no attempt to hide. It all occurred the 
year that dads and kids were taking a special family vacation to 
Disney World and was staying at this nearby hotel before returning 
home to Britin. 

The Kinney kids were five adults and one toddler, all of them smart 
and beautiful or as the fathers stated "their children were better 
than any children of any other breeders, dykes or fags". The five 
older children, Gus who was the very image of Brian, Rose who was a 
miniature blonde Taylor, with the adopted Kinney children Jay and 
Ana, a mixed-race twin with Dove who had Hispanic origins made up a 
group of siblings that were the image of diversity together. With the 
older Kinney children was the little treasure of the family Shawn, 
who was 3 at the time, was the little brother that all of Shawn's 
older sibling swore to protect and to never allow him to be hurt by 
the unjust world. 

The trash talk of the manager that made his phobia against any sign 
of diversity: race, gender, sexuality and mixed family evident. The 
manager expressed his thoughts on the matter very clearly in the 
hotel pool area where the children were relaxing on the deck chair 
while their parents were getting some personal time in their hotel 
room . 

The older siblings used to dealing with this kind of ignorance were 
pissed but was willing to ignore it to some extent but when the trash 
talk of the manager had made Shawn cry as he did not understand the 
hidden phobias of certain individual only that man was talking badly 
about his daddies and his siblings. When Shawn cried, all bets were 
off and the Kinney siblings have gotten ready for a public defence 
against all kinds of phobias when at that very moment, the sun 
happened to shine onto the name-tag of the manager and the children 
even little Shawn got angry. 

The manager's first name was Chris. Another Kinney trait was to hate 
any kind of reminder of incidents that caused them pain or hurt their 
family. Case in point, Brian's newly developed flirting with insults 
method against snobbish young adults or the mention of violin music 
or any names with E in it. All of them knew the story of Chris Hobbs 
to various degree but blood-related or not, all six of them disliked 
baseball bats, blond jocks and the name Chris. The name and the blond 
hair of the hotel manager reminded all of them of another blond 
homophobic meanie/ jerk/bastard so the manager was going to be 
humiliated within inch of his life by the Kinneys and that was 
guaranteed at that point. 



But adding more fuel to the fire, Chris the manager was actually 
Chris Junior and his father was Chris Hobbs who just happened to make 
an appearance while the siblings were getting ready to confront the 
manager. The slightly pissed mode of the Kinney children shot 
straight up to Battle-Ready Rage mood, even little Shawn hated that 
man whom he had labelled as the monster who hurt his Papa. 

As if his appearance was not enough, Chris Hobbs just had to open his 
mouth even he noticed the group of mix-race people of various age 
groups standing near him and his son. Chris Senior joined his son on 
trash talk had what would be the biggest mistake of his life when he 
shared his observation of the Kinney children with his son. A short 
summary of that observation was that Gus was obviously a faggot who 
looked a lot like that older fag who was with the little blonde 
faggot he went to school with. Then Senior added that he missed his 
chance to take care of that faggot properly and even got caught but 
bribes were powerful things. He also added that he was sure that 
little blonde faggot Taylor was already dead due to AIDS. 

When you add all the discrimination due to their race and sexuality, 
doubting their status as a family, making Shawn cry, being part of 
Hobbs family, and insult to their beloved father made all of the 
children a truly mad clan of dragons out for blood in Fully Charged 
Rage mode . 

However the parental unit of Kinney clan, Brian and him did not know 
any of it till the day that the attack of Kinneys against the Hobbs 
family occurred. The children's strategy, the ultimate nationwide 
expose on the crimes of Hobbs family. 

Gus using his numerous connections had gotten all six Kinneys onto 
Ellen and had a live interview with all questions permitted. This was 
the stage that all of them used their personal experience with 
scientific research to expose Hobbs' crime as well as raise awareness 
to the discrimination that is still present. 

Number one, Gus as a TV investigative reporter found out all about 
Hobbs family dirt that included several abortion, embezzlement as 
well as supporting illegal groups against any kind of minority group. 
It also turned out that the hotel was owned by a paper company that 
Chris Hobbs Sr. against the terms of his divorce settlement that said 
that he could not gave a hand in his ex-wife's family hotel 
business . 

Number two. Rose as a district attorney specializing in criminal 
cases where minority groups were victimized told the entire tale of 
what Hobbs had done to her family through his past actions. She also 
revealed how many cases she knew that had occurred that bribes led to 
the justice system not working that led to further pain and suffering 
to the victims. 

Number three. Dove as a social worker with a psychology degree did a 
psychological analysis on what could cause these discriminatory 
phobias or how it was could be encouraged or discouraged by the 
actions of the authority figures in children's life. She also shared 
some stories, with no mention of place or names, of the children she 
found abused in their homes or living on the streets due to these 
phobias of their family members. Dove also shared the tale of her 
childhood and how Brian and Justin, her dads had helped her over the 



years to move past the hate. 


Number four. Jay and Ana were just teenagers who were forced to run 
away from their biological parents due to their sexuality but the 
physical abuse and emotional abuse has been going on for years. They 
retold their entire story on their time on the streets, how Dove 
found them, their experience in foster group home, then living with 
Brian and Justin Kinney and how their fathers had helped them to 
accept who they were and once again had them attend school again. How 
even Ana's dyslexia or special dietary needs did not stop the two men 
from giving them a home. 

And as a final nail in the coffin, little Shawn talked at that 
interview and told them how hurt his daddies were because of the fear 
and how Chris Hobbs was his own personal monster because of how much 
he hurt his parents. 

The incident of discrimination having occurred near the 'happiest 
place in the world' where families were supposed to be happy was just 
an added factor to the encounter. The entire episode that had 
personal stories with statistics that fully disclosed and prove the 
fact that hatred was still present and there was an ugly side to 
American society that had been ignored made this the most watched and 
commented Ellen episode ever. 

Both Brian and him were so proud of their children that day, that 
they made the aired date of that interview, an unofficial Kinney 
family day. It was the day that their children won the battle against 
Chris Hobbs and gave the world a big fuck-off for ever questioning 
the love of queers and the parenting capabilities of Brian and Justin 
Kinney . 


End 
f lie . 



